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Steven Coco (Class of 2017) loves to go to basement 
shows here in New Brunswick, where so many artists have 
the opportunity to play their music and send their message, 
whether it be political or “let’s just fuck around and have 
fun.” His favorite breakfast is bacon, egg and cheese on 
a bagel, but he has neglected to tell us whether he wants 
salt-pepper-ketchup on that. His dream is to write a novel 
or album or screenplay about technology and its effect on 
our culture without totally ripping off Black Mirror. 


Cassandra Rosario (Class of 2020) can spell supercal- 
ifragilisticexpialidocious without a moment’s hesitation. 
Her ultimate breakfast food is cinnamon pancakes because 
the plain ones just don’t get the job done. She prefers the 
approximately one week a year when it’s sunny and in the 
low 70s so she can go outside without either melting or get- 
ting frostbite. Since coming to Rutgers, her favorite thing 
to do on campus has been trying to get on a bus from Scott 
Hall every other day without dying. 


Dhairya Bhatia (Class of 2017) doesn’t eat breakfast. 
His sun sign is Capricorn, his moon sign is Scorpio, and 
he’s an Aries rising. His favorite activity at Rutgers has 
been his skipping classes taught by white men to sit in a 
talk held by a woman. Dhairya’s ideal weather is sunny 
with a hint a global warming. He wants the world to know 
that you can Google him, but you can’t find him. 
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e weather is doing that thing where it’s 70 de- 
g one day and snowing the next, which we 
a 


П know is truly the marker of springtime in New 


Jersey. After this exhausting winter, it feels like we are 
long overdue for the coming season of renewal and re- 
birth. 

The old adage says “what goes around comes 
around,” and from where we're standing it seems to be 
holding true. The past few years have seen the spirit- 
ed return of everything from denim jackets to Guns N' 
Roses to literal Nazism. (Most of these revivals I can get 
behind, but some things should just stay dead.) 

‘This issue’s featured articles explore some of the best 
— and some of worst — things that have come back to 
life. They include, among others, an ardent thank you to 
A Tribe Called Quest, an exploration of the recent re- 
surgence in nationalism, and an oblique narrative about 


Jesus Christ. 


Michle Chm 


CULTURE 


ХӘ 
gE 


1 


Dear Readers, 

In the face of times as tumultuous as now, outward 
vocal solidarity with those that don’t look, kiss, act or 
pray like you do is a matter of, for them, life or death. 
With just a few flicks of his pen, a violent, vapid, vitriol- 
ic dictator has employed his newfound power in order 
to excommunicate their fathers and strip their sisters’ 
access to cancer screenings. Now, for many, there is 
not much new about the oppressive structure put into 
place by this man and his league of fascists. In fact, he 
has done little but reveal the true hidden biases of a 
nation covered ever-so-lightly by a veil policy of “Don’t 
Ask, Don’t Tell” — you can be racist, just do so with 
discretion. Nevertheless, we have entered an era where 
covertness has been thrown out the window, and in its 
place has been put the “alternative fact,” created in 
order to gaslight you into thinking you were born and 
raised on Mars (if Mars were something like pre-war 
Hitler-ruled Germany). In order to see the truth as 
fact and set us all free, we need to, for once, not place 
the burden on the backs of the oppressed. We need 
everyone to take a stand. 

However, “standing with” these folk is just the be- 
ginning. It’s important to note that solidarity is useless 
unless it is performed in conjunction with organization 
and activism. It’s easy to voice support to marginal- 
ized communities through a share of an AJ+ video 
on Facebook or a raise of a hand in class, but what 
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work are you putting in on the ground floor? Are you 
having those hard conversations with your problematic 
friends and family members that “just don't get what's 
so bad about him,” or those that still believe that he will 
Make America — a country that was never anything 
but exploitative and genocidal — Great Again? Are 
you attending rallies and protests in your free time, 
or, perhaps, donating to those fighting the good fight; 
organizations such as Planned Parenthood or local 
not-for-profits in your area? It’s easy to put “#Black- 
LivesMatter" in your twitter bio, but will you march, 
arm-in-arm, chanting those same three words, next to 
your black brethren next time the state sanctions the 
murder of someone they share their skin with? 

Here at The Rutgers Review, we urge you, as 
long as it is within your means, to do all of this. Keep 
sharing those totally dope viral videos, but make sure 
that you’re doing so in addition to writing letters to 
your local government urging for a sanctuary city, or 
sending clean water to Flint, Michigan (yes, the Flint 
Water Crisis is STILL GOING ON). Keep resisting. 
And by that we mean this is an ongoing battle, so 
we must keep marching, keep demanding and keep 
fighting until we have been heard and the rights we 
deserve have truly been delivered. 


Thank you, 
A Concerned Editor © 


-> CASSANDRA ROSARIO 


rowing up, most people are taught that if they 

work hard enough, good things will follow. 

Media platforms like Disney have ingrained 
this notion in the minds of society’s youth through 
sayings like: “If you can dream it, you can do it” or, 
“The dreams that you wish will come true.” However, 
in today’s day and age, this idea can seem near impossi- 
ble for many. When hatred and cynicism seems to be at 
the forefront of everyday life, it can be difficult to carry 
such a positive mantra. 

Yet this does not mean that all hope is lost. The 
Center for Islamic Life at Rutgers University (CILRU) 
is making history as it finds a space for the first Muslim 
Chaplaincy on a university campus. The goal of a 
Muslim Chaplaincy is to provide counseling, educa- 
tion, a support system, and an enrichment of individ- 
uals’ Muslim identities. This new space would enable 
conversation with representatives of multiple faiths 
and/or backgrounds. 

For a long time, funding a Muslim Chaplaincy did 
not feel like an attainable goal. While private institu- 
tions have more accessibility when it comes to money 
for chaplaincy, the CILRU has been trying to organize 
and raise funds for a space for a long time. After six 
years of fundraising from alumni, friends, family, and 
the community, the CILRU can officially say that it 
has secured a space at 66 Sicard Street. The space 
was obtained on December 24th 2016, and the grand 
opening 1s expected to occur by the end of the semester. 

In the meantime, Chaplain Kaiser Aslam has 
already been able to meet with over 150 students in- 
dividually and speak at various programs on campus. 
The main goal for the space is to provide students with 
a secure prayer space, opportunities to attend office 
hours with the Chaplain, and access to classes, an open 
forum, and living spaces. It is ideal for the space to 


provide diversity and inclusivity. 

With the current state of affairs, many feel that 
the time is now. Students need to know that they are 
not alone. Protests around campus show that a wide 
variety of students can come to together to emphasize 
solidarity. With over 40,000 undergraduates and grad- 
uates engaged in the faith, many individuals may be 
incapable of going back home while others may fear 
for their families. Thus, this space could be an outlet 
for said students. 

While there have been fears with the presence of a 
Chaplaincy on campus, the positives outweigh the neg- 
atives. Groups like Islamic Society of North America 
have been a big support system, but the CILRU is 
ready to take action in a way that other organizations 
around the country have not accomplished yet. The 
chair of CILRU and a Rutgers alum, Atiya Aftab, sees 
this as a way to give back to the university. She states 
that, “Every individual needs to find their identity, but 
it changes over time... However, having a group of 
similar people and a Chaplain can guide the individual 
journey. The ability to talk it over is a great benefit... 
to students today.” Aftab’s words provide a perspective 
that many can understand. 

Many other organizations with already established 
spaces can help the community grow closer, whether it 
be the Chabad House or the Catholic Center. Religious 
and culturally-based houses and centers allow students 
to reach out to like-minded individuals. While this may 
seem minor to some, this is a big step in the right direc- 
tion. By working with the Chaplain and guaranteeing a 
space, CILRU is allowing individuals to embrace their 
religion safely and without judgement. Individuals can 
reach out to others on a more personal level. Thus, no 


one has to feel alone in times of need. © 


CULTURE 
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Long gone are the days where competition was absolute 


across the board, and where teams could compete with 


historical giants and still pose a threat 


STEVEN COSTA 


he framework of our world order, the building 


blocks from which our society is conceived, is 

dictated by our obsession with profit. Indeed, 
the accumulation of capital, wealth, and influence all 
lead to the same goal: to achieve a monopoly over some 
good or service. Although the intricacies of the system 
are substantially more complex, the pressures of com- 
petition, intrinsic to the system’s survival, constitute a 
culture of winning by any means necessary. 

Consequently, maximizing profits irrespective of all 
other circumstances 1s an inherent and necessary aspect 
of the system, resulting in a subconscious obsession with 
domination (which, by definition, maximizes influence, 
power and wealth). Monopolization is a trend that ex- 
ists within every crevice of our existence, as we’ve been 
bred into capitalist beings. The global world of soccer 
is the newest domain to watch this trend unfold. Indeed, 
soccer is the global sport, and the effects of globaliza- 
tion have a greater and more noticeable impact. In the 
past two or so decades, the concentrations of power, 
wealth, and influence within the game are becoming 
much more apparent. 

Understandably, nations that are generally poorer 
have a much lower ability to produce top class talent 
than wealthier nations for the simple fact that there 
are less resources available. The league competitions in 
these nations are of much poorer quality for the same 
reason. With the increasing effects of globalization and 
the continued divergence of wealth from these nations 


to other places, their ability to compete at the same level 
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as the other nations has waned substantially. 

One example of this is the status of the nations from 
the former soviet bloc. When the Soviet Union exist- 
ed, many of the teams within the region were able to 
compete with the giants of Europe, and at one time or 
another, some nations and club teams were considered 
giants themselves. After the collapse of the USSR, this 
status gradually deteriorated, and the giants in Western 
Europe grew ever more powerful. 

Furthermore, you see the effects of concentration 
within the realm of player acquisition. In recent times, 
the development of top class players is being left to 
smaller, more mediocre club teams. Promising players 
are then given frankly irrefutable offers from the giants. 
Surely, the giants of world football are creating their 
own talent, but their resources are so vast that they can 
deplete other teams of their talent with the stroke of a 
pen, leaving these teams and weaker nations’ football 
leagues further behind. 

Naturally, the cycle perpetuates itself. It is now ex- 
tremely rare to see football players staying with a club 
for their entire careers like decades ago, especially be- 
cause of the transformation of labor laws. The EU, be- 
cause of its common labor laws that not only permit but 
enforce the free movement of labor across member na- 
tions, has opened the door for national football associa- 
tions across nations to strip their league competitions of 
foreign player restrictions allowing foreigners to come 
at whim and at the clubs’ discretion. Large influxes of 


foreign-born footballers are now the norm. 


Now, players go through a multitude of clubs seek- 
ing the next experience, the next paycheck. Many play- 
ers move in order to win, and the teams that they are 
moving to are the ones at the top. They see the best way 
to win as working their way up a ladder instead of stick- 
ing with a team long-term, a method that is becoming 
increasingly scarce. Essentially, money in football has 
desensitized and devalued loyalty. 

Also, it is important to note the effect that Chinese 
football is having on the global system. The Chinese 
league is not of considerable quality, but Chinese foot- 
ball is flooded with money. Players are being brought 
in from the big leagues in Europe and South America 
for astronomically high fees that those players are oth- 
erwise not worth. Not only is football around the world 
suffering from this, but Chinese football is exacerbating 
the problem. 

We must also take a look at the ownership format. 
Decades ago, almost all of the teams in the interna- 
tional order were owned either completely or in part by 
their fanbase and/or city. Now, however, as one would 
suspect, corporations and wealthy business owners 
are buying up clubs and flooding the clubs with mon- 
ey, which further exacerbates the problems, especially 
because it becomes increasingly difficult for publically 
owned teams to compete if they are already not a big 
team in their own right. 

We are also starting to see owners of club teams 
within other sports buying up clubs in football. This 


is most notably the case with American business own- 
ers who own franchises in the NFL, NBA, MLB, etc. 
and clubs in England. This furthers the problem of the 
monopolization of the sport and the concentration of 
power and wealth in the hands of a few teams at the 
expense of the masses. It is important to note that spon- 
sorship and TV money are allocated to these teams, 
which only increases their viewership, fan acquisition 
potential, and wealth. 

Long gone are the days where competition was ab- 
solute across the board, апа where teams could com- 
pete with historical giants and still pose a threat. Now, 
continental club competitions are becoming frustrat- 
ingly predictable and even disrespectful given that some 
teams are written off even before kickoff on mainstream 
pregame shows. Additionally, financial fair-play rules 
are feeble and futile. 

Ultimately, there are a limited number of interest- 
ing leagues that protect themselves by consistently pro- 
ducing quality talent and ensuring salary cap equality 
to keep them competitive, but it is becoming far less 
frequent, and the end result is that we now have a global 
phenomenon that is characterized by non-competitive- 
ness. The monopolization of the game has resulted in 
competitions being predictable, which 1s and has slowly 
been stripping the game of its virtue, its beauty, and its 


distinctiveness. 


CULTURE 


Photos by Casey Ambrosio 
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MICHAEL SATTERFIELD 


was going to write about driving for Lyft. But hon- 

estly, Гуе been thinking of the other Jobs Гуе worked. 

I am older than most other students at Rutgers. Ba- 
sically, I'm old. Lyft is just another job in a long string 
of jobs to get by and survive. Sadly, it's one of the best 
jobs Гуе had. 

Lately, Гуе been thinking a lot about immigration 
because most of my jobs up until I miraculously got 
a Job working at Star**cks involved working alongside 
immigrants. Their legal status never mattered; not to 
me. What did matter was how happy my immigrant 
compatriots were with minimum wage jobs that were 
brutal, offered no possibility of advancement, and re- 
quired 50-80 dollars just to be able to work in less than 
pleasant conditions. 

A lot of my first jobs were under the table. I was 
homeless and had no identification. Most of the time 
I would work for a white roofer, who would sometimes 
disappear before paying me, or with these Hondurans 
that sometimes let me sleep in their overcrowded apart- 
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ment. The work was inconsistent with both, but the 
Hondurans always made sure I was paid. Working with 
the Hondurans somehow felt more American, more real 
as well, plus I didn't have to listen to the roofer's racist 
rants about how immigrants were taking his jobs. The 
Hondurans were decent people, who never complained 
once about the Jobs they got and let me in on. Most of 
those jobs involved picking up excessively heavy things 
and putüng them down while white construction work- 
ers smoked cigarettes and watched us. 

When I asked them why they came to the U.S. they 
unanimously agreed that, "America 1s the land of op- 
portunity and we're all here living the dream.” That 
“we” included me. I wish they were being sarcastic or 
ironic, but they were serious. The Hondurans had lived 
through hell before coming to the U.S. and I guess 
even though people were often rude and acted like they 
didn’t belong in this country, the Hondurans loved it 
here. One day they disappeared without explanation. I 
don’t know if they were deported, or left their apart- 


CULTURE 


So many who have had the American 
dream crush them beneath the weight 
of its false promise 


ment for fear of deportation, I only 
know they disappeared. 

In prison I was a teacher's 
aide. It was more than a touch dis- 
turbing to find out someone I was 
teaching how to read was being 
deported. It seemed insane that 
the government would spend more 


money than two minimum-wage 
earners could make in a year on incarcerating an im- 
migrant they wouldn’t even allow to remain in the US. 
The normal expenditure of imprisoning an individual 
is ludicrous to begin with, but deportation of former 
inmates highlights how little value the state places in 
bettering prisoners so that they may become productive 
members of society. Still, being a Т.А. was good as far 
as prison jobs go. 

After eight and a half years in prison, my immediate 
job opportunities didn’t improve. I also couldn’t work 
off the books anymore, which meant every job available 
to me paid significantly less. The jobs were all just as 
brutal and filthy as any I had worked with the Hon- 
durans. However, despite how bad the jobs were, my 
coworkers were generally just as happy to be working. 
They kept me going when I was exhausted from try- 
ing to work and go to school full-time. They reminded 
me it was better to be earning money to survive, even 
when I was complaining about how we all had to sign 
paperwork refusing health care to keep our jobs. Even 
a sixty-year-old man who was dying from emphysema 
was happy to be alive in this land of golden opportu- 
nity. Me, I was just trying to hold on as I found myself 


frequently questioning the structure of our society and 
looking for better jobs. 

Unfortunately for my former coworkers, I'm white, 
Im male, and that affords me opportunities that I 
would not have otherwise, despite being an ex-con. 
White privilege is not always being born wealthy, en- 
titled, corrupt, and unaware of the system of oppres- 
sion that centers around racialization. However, white 
privilege is always an unfair advantage over individuals 
who work just as hard as you do, perhaps much harder, 
and cannot escape from the brutal filthy labor that our 
society forces on them. 

Not all immigrants work in such places, I know. 
Many have come from nations that haven’t been torn 
to shreds by U.S. policy and imperialism. Yet it troubles 
me to think that this country, built on the backs of slaves 
and the poor, deems so many immigrants criminals. So 
many who have had the American dream crush them 
beneath the weight of its false promise. Our policies are 
shifting, it would seem, back to the policies that Nazis 
fervently copied, before moving onto their own system 
of genocide. 

It is horrifying to think that this is the same country 
all the immigrants I have worked with were so happy 
to inhabit. I cannot help but question, were they naive? 
Then I recall that it wasn’t naivete that kept them mov- 
ing forward, it was hope for the future. It was hope for 
this nation, that same hope I have a difficult time attain- 


ing at this moment. © 
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*m not alone in saying that my world was flipped 
upside down the morning of November 9th. Wak- 
ing up on the day after elections introduced me to a 
unique, bone-chilling form of fear that seemed to bleed 
into the atmosphere. Clouds hung low and gray in the 
sky, misting the hard, brown earth and leaving me with 
a monotonous and heavy feeling in my body. I felt like I 
was in a trance, that nothing I was doing was real, and 
that I would soon wake up from my stupor and begin to 
feel normal again. For about three months, Гуе woken 
up every morning with the same feeling; my heart skips 
a beat and I can only shake off the bewilderment after 
Гуе made my bed, washed my face and gotten dressed. 
The only thing that registers when I see Donald 
Trump on ТУ is a distant thought: “This guy is such a 
total joke.” How did a man whose entire platform was 
built on hatred and xenophobia win the presidency? 
The memes poking fun at Trump’s Velveeta-colored 
spray tan and unruly, thinning hair were amusing at 
first. With such hateful rhetoric, unprofessional behav- 
ior, and a number of incriminating accounts surround- 
ing misogyny, nobody was concerned that such an unfit 
candidate was going to win. Until he did and complete- 
ly inverted modern politics as everyone knows it today. 
As a feminist with a deep social conscience, every- 
thing Trump says is personally offensive. But as a sec- 
ond-generation Muslim, Sudanese-American woman, 
everything Trump says inspires a deeply personal fear. 
As soon as he took his tiny hand off of the Bible, Trump 
seemed to will terror and difficulty into the lives of my 
entire gender, faith, and ethnicity. An executive order 
defunding Planned Parenthood was quickly followed by 
the already infamous Muslim ban. Indignation burned 
in my chest with the former. Anxiety flooded my system 
as I heard that Sudan, my parents’ home country, was 
included on the list. 
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My skin carries a distinctively dark mahogany shade, 
a nod to the scorching sun hanging over the Sudanese 
desert. My name is distinctly Arabic and hard-to-pro- 
nounce, a scarf is secured around my head, and my 
passport is littered with Sudanese visas. My mother had 
only just been rejoicing at the news that the Obama 
administration had lifted a sanction that had suffocat- 
ed Sudanese trade for over twenty years. My whole 
family resides in Sudan, a country with poor infra- 
structure, a struggling economy, and even worse educa- 
tion and medicine. Our trips to Sudan brought family 
much-needed supplies like clothes, household tools, and 
certain medicines. Sudanese families apply every year 
for the Green Card Lottery, hoping to abandon a sink- 
ing ship for a hopeful future. With the flick of a pen, 
Trump dashed the hopes of thousands of innocent im- 
migrants and travelers. 

My father had been in Sudan at the time of the ex- 
ecutive order, tending to family business. Though he is 
an American citizen, I knelt in prayer every day before 
his return that he would not face harassment or be sent 
back. He returned without issue, but the pangs of anx- 
iety still strike when the news coverage tells the story 
of more bigoted actions or the outright lies delivered 
from the White House. The ire I feel daily has turned 
into nationwide protests and hashtags across social me- 
dia. The outrage is strangely comforting, and the coa- 
lition between people from all backgrounds is the only 
thing that gives me hope in the face of the never-ending 
barrage of hatred. The refusal to accept misogyny, rac- 
ism, Islamophobia, xenophobia, and homophobia will 
combat any bigotry Trump, the alt-right, or Republi- 
cans who act to hurt Americans with. The only way to 
protest hatred is to champion love and acceptance with 
passion and strength. The fear that divides us will only 
evaporate in the face of erudition and tolerance. © 
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—— TRIGGER WARNING: discussion of sexual 
violence, violent language. 


neige 
n a country whose government has spent the past 30+ 
years implementing a new form of slavery — one that 


runs through the privatization of prisons, false impris- 


onment of black men and profitization of their forced 
labor — a retaliation against the conviction of a newly 


famous black 19-year-old in misdemeanor marijuana 


charges is both guaranteed to happen, and entirely nec- 
essary. In 2017, much of this takes shape through online 
social activism, and in this case, is organized by hashtags 
such as the popular “#FreeKodak.” The popular tag 
was used throughout social media such as Twitter and 
Instagram to rally against the 2016, 120-day imprison- 
ment of XXL Freshman Class trap rapper, Kodak Black. 
However, the hashtag use and outrage did not stop 
upon his release. Immediately after his sentence was over, 
he was detained in South Carolina on previously hushed 
charges of sexual battery. Yet, still, the support contin- 
ued. If anything, it gained traction and notability. Fellow 
rap stars such as Meek Mill and Rae Sremmurd voiced 
their support for him, digitally chanting “#FreeKodak” 
and rallying their fans to do the same. But how could 
people still call for his freedom with a charge as severely 
heinous as rape — literally — under his belt? Even those 
who “sided” with the young woman that filed the charge 
held a similar reasoning to those who completely negat- 
ed her story: they wanted new music. Yes, even after the 
“new wave” rapper was convicted of actually raping a 
woman, his fans urged for his release, stmply because 
they couldn’t fathom the idea of a soundscape where his 
voice was absent. 
Surely, Black is a product of his environment, an en- 


vironment that jumps at any chance it can to lock his 


Haitian skin away behind bars, no matter how miniscule 


ЙА 
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his mistakes may be. But these incidents also happen 
within the same patriarchal culture that loves to sexually 
degrade women any way it can — calling them prude for 
not having sex, slut-shaming them for having sex, rap- 
ing them under the pretence that, because of the clothes 
that they wear, they wanted it, and then not believing 
them when they try to say they didn’t. At what point will 
we begin to hold men accountable for the actions they 
meant to commit — the ones that exploit and devalue 
women, that reduce them to a walking dumpster only 
there for them to drop their load in and go? At what 
point will we take these societal hierarchies into play, 
forgetting about celebrities’ money and fame and see 
them not as demigods, but instead as real people with 
real biases that make real decisions and are capable of 
real harm? 

If you’re looking for an answer to the aforemen- 
tioned mostly-rhetorical questions, the point at which we 
make change will never come unless we demand it to 
come and bring it upon ourselves. If you’re wondering 
where to draw the line, extremely influential and noto- 
riously problematic artists such as Azealia Banks, Taylor 
Swift and Kanye West — as well as the entire genre of 
country music artists — are good places to start. No mu- 
sic, nor movie, nor art 1s good enough to forget that by 
streaming, viewing or participating in it you are directly 
putting money into the pockets of the rapists, oppressors 
and bigots who made it, and are therefore complacent 
in their crimes. Next time you want to bump to “No 
Flockin,” remember whose voice it is at the other end 
of the recording, All art is inherently political and di- 
rectly reflects the biases of those who create it, so, rather 
than being complicit in this oppressive system, consider 
vowing to become an active, educated participant in the 


consumption of culture and thinking before you listen, 


watch or speak. © 
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Review of the 2016 


VICE Fiction Issue 


EMMETT LAURIE 


he annual VICE fiction issue is now in its tenth 

year of existence. VICE remains relatively alone 

in consistently publishing fiction, let alone a fic- 
tion issue. Its pages have been populated by the likes of 
Joyce Carol Oates, David Mamet and Lydia Davis, and, 
as with the entirety of the VICE brand, it become in- 
creasingly diverse. VICE's brand, especially in the days 
before I was old enough to know what it was, was cen- 
tered around being a beacon of outcast culture, so much 
so that in Amie Barrodale and Clancy Martin’s introduc- 
tion to the magazine they speak about rejecting Davis 
because of how weird they felt about putting out stories 
not about drugs or sex (VICE always seemed a more 
natural fit for Andrea Dworkin than a standard writer). 
The stories this year reflect that, kind of. It would be a 
stretch to say those themes have gone away, but that does 
not affect the interesting nature of the edition. A few 


standout stories from this year's issue include: 


“How to Beat Your Wife at Chess" by 
Paul Maliszewski 
هڪ‎ 
Maliszewski’s story is either fun or depressing, de- 
pending on how you choose to take it. The story centers 
on a man whose wife is transparently sleeping with her 
German friend Elgar; it is what I can only imagine the 
most depressing(ly funny) level of defeat in a marriage. 
The narrator presents the situation as if he does not 
know what is happening — maybe he doesn’t — analyz- 


ing everything in chess terms in an instructional manner. 
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He teaches the reader a rather poor way to win at chess. 
Of course, he loses in the end. He not only loses his wife, 
but also the only real game of chess they play, which El- 
gar helps her win. (Elgar was the junior champion when 
he was “a little schoolboy”, because why not be inferior 
to Elgar in yet another way?) 

Maliszewskrs narrator is excessively impotent, and 
his only outburst comes when he loses at chess. He 
watches passively as his marriage crumbles in the open, 
telling his friends that his wife holds Elgar’s hands be- 
cause he has trouble crossing American streets. He even 
offers his condoms so that Elgar may continue to sleep 
with his wife. This pathetic narrator, in his own self-de- 
nial, whose emotions only come out when losing at chess, 
is comedic to the reader. His admiration of his wife’s ex- 
ecution of “castling,” not the traditional chess maneuver 
but her asking him to move downstairs so her and Elgar 
can share the main bedroom in a reversal of the previous 
arrangement, is funny because of how badly it hurts him 
and how chess-centrically he views the situation. After 
all, he calls it “castling,” not *betrayal" or any word that 
could imply any sort of emotional wreckage. Even in ex- 
ile, when Elgar thinks he may be watching pornography, 
which would be a show of some kind of sexuality, he is 
watching chess videos, watching Kasparov miraculously 
defeat Karpov. He is clearly Karpov to Elgar's Kasparov, 
but can do nothing but call it one of the greatest games 
of all time. The irony, seemingly lost on only him, is that 
his wife has effortlessly succeeded in beating him. 


“Love Stories” by Ottessa Mossfegh 
[eh C——————' ال‎ 
“Love Stories” is a series of 29 short blurbs detailing 
a relationship between Joe, a bartender at Fulk’s, and 
an unnamed girl. Mossfegh presents a far different love 
story than the one by Mileszewski, one that reads much 
less humorously. The story reads quickly, aided by a 
de-emphasis on formal punctuation. Joe and the girl en- 
gage in a psychological love battle, both constantly suc- 
cumbing to their own insecurities. Mossfegh’s seamless 
transitions between what happened and what occurs 
only in the characters’ thoughts makes the story even 
more realistic with characters always appearing on the 
verge of saying something but shying away in the end. 
It requires no particularly great psychoanalytic skill to 
find the characters insecurities; the girl is a pill-popping 
alcoholic who constantly shies away from saying what 
she would like to Joe, and Joe does almost everything 
the same with the addition of telling girls he has herpes. 
The story is definitely a bit unrealistic. Joe and the 
girl, after countless moments that almost develop, kiss 
for half an hour before exchanging pleasantries and 
never speaking again. But Mossfegh does not seem to 
care. The characters and their troubled interactions 
seem real, which the unrealistic end helps. The charac- 
ters were never intended to find a happy ending or love, 
that would be unrealistic. Mossfegh eschews a concrete 
ending, since the ending was never the point. The girl is 
not even important enough to be named, that would be 


unnecessary. Instead, Mossfegh creates two somewhat 
ambiguous but defined characters that make for a com- 
pelling and sobering read. 


The VICE fiction issue contains 18 stories covering 
topics from frat hazing to dying contemplations on life. 
VICE's stories are all available online (here: https:// 
www. VICE.com/en_us/topic/volume-23-issue-9) and 
they are well worth the short read. © 
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Егїп 
Кеап 


An Artist 


Interview by- 
Ed Weisgerb 


ED WEISGERBER: Are these new paintings in 
the same vein as the ones you were working 
on last semester? 

ERIN KEANE: Yeah, the old ones were about decon- 
structing the body and about vulnerability in the body 
while drawing attention to parts of the body that you’re 
not aware of, like bladders and things like that. The re- 
actions are supposed to vary according to the different 
body parts that you’re looking at. The hand, I think, 15 
the one that I feel gives the most visceral reaction be- 


cause it Is so In your face. 


EW: Yeah definitely, and the hand is some- 
thing so instantly recognizable. 

EK: And it’s so totally disjointed and weirdly cupping 
its fingers, a weird picture. But anyway, this semester 
Im going to collage body parts with similar textures but 
not ones that are necessarily directly related, like a leg 
and a thorax, but they have similar qualities. Pm look- 
ing at de Kooning, Picabia and Lucian Freud. Pm try- 
ing to abstract 1t but keep it fleshy, constructing a body. 


EW: Have you been looking at things outside 
of human anatomy? 


WJ 


EK: De Kooning’s abstract shapes, but I haven’t looked 
at any subject material outside of human anatomy. Гуе 
looked at primates and neanderthals because they’re re- 
ally funny, but I'm going to stick with human anatomy 
because I feel like there's no endpoint because every 
body 1s different. 


EW: What about the treatment of the paint 

in these? 

EK: I start it out really thin. I was looking at Sally 
Mann and that's where the whole series started. She 
took pictures of these bodies in a forensics place in a 
series called Body Farm. She used 4x5 film that was de- 
caying too, so 1t was decaying with the body in a way. I 
wanted to make the turpentine decay with the body, but 
obviously the flesh hasn't totally eroded, so I’m leaving 
chunks of paint like Freud did, chunks of flesh. 


EW: It's funny that you mention decay, | would 
imagine these body parts are freeze dried 
first and then photographed in these anato- 
my books, which gives them a very different 
characteristic, they're all matted out. 


| think if you put a face 
to it and a story with it, it 
become very emotional 


EK: Yeah they look like beef jerky, like you could break 
them in your hand. 


EW: Have you looked at crime scene 
photographs? 

EK: No, I think those are too personal. I like the anat- 
omy book photos, you don't ever know why the person 
died, it's just a fact that they're dead and you can accept 
it. You don't have to really think of the parts as a person 
rather than a subject. I think if you put a face to it and 
a story with it, it becomes very emotional. 


EW: Have you thought about the systems that 
these body parts are part of too? І just wonder 
because there are systems in these systems, 
how the body can get infinitely smaller. 

EK: Yeah that's something I’m trying to do in the new 
ones too. The systems all come from separate parts, 
how can they interconnect while being from separate 
entities. Im trying to do that with transparent layers 
between the layers of the body parts. Another way of 
building surfaces and systems. 


EW: Do you think about cyborgs or Franken- 
stein? It's kind of like an artificial assemblage 
of body parts. 

EK: Absolutely especially in the new painting I’m 
working on, the way I’m combining and reconstructing 
things. 


EW: Since you are in film and media too, how 
does that practice relate to the paintings 

you make? 

EK: Sometimes the color palettes are similar, a lot of 
my media projects are body related. Close-up stills of 
body parts in motion. I had one project with a close-up 
shot of my throat and I made the throat painting after 
that because I became aware of it, you know? Bruce 
Nauman has his “Contrapposto” videos where he walks 
back and forth, he wears a white shirt in front of a white 
wall and it makes the flesh really stand out. 


Read the rest of the interview online at 
therutgersreview.com © 


FEATURE 


revival, n. 

1. The action of reviving something after decline or discontinuance; restoration 
to general use, acceptance, popularity, etc. 

2. Restoration or return to life or consciousness! 


"revival, п.” OED Online. Oxford University Press, March 2017. Web. 
- all art by Jenny Huang 
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FEATURE 


ADAM YAWDOSZYN 


I love A Tribe Called Quest. 

I cried the day Phife Dawg died, Midnight Maraud- 
ers is my favorite hip-hop album, and at this point the 
group basically defines what the genre is to me. Their 
music has picked me up on bad days and personified my 
feelings on good ones. In their message of community, 
love, and positivity, I have often found solace. Tribe has 
always been there for me, and they are one of the few 
artists who I never find myself not wanting to listen to. 

When I heard about their revival for We got it from 
Here...Thank You 4 Your service, I was skeptical. Tribe 
was back, but did I want them to be? Previous hip-hop 
revivals, from Dr. Dre to Wu-Tang, always seemed to 
fall short, and on top of that We Got it from Herc... 
would be a posthumous release for Phife Dawg. It was 
practically doomed to fail. 

The day the album dropped I mentally prepared 
myself and then put її on. From the first track I knew 
Tribe were back. From the laid back yet engaging beat 
to O-Tip's exquisite flow, it was a beautiful blend of 
past and present styles. But Tribe wasn't just back be- 
cause they were making music, they were back because 
the positive energy from their early works was still show- 
ing itself, alive and well. 

In a world where hip-hop is constantly being pulled 
in a slew of directions, there were plenty of traps Tribe 
could have fallen into on We Got it from Here..., but 
they didn't. The group not only avoids modern repeti- 
tion, they keep away from themselves too. This album 


easily could have been a mediocre attempt at a Low 
End Theory part two, or an uninspired follow up to To 
Pimp A Butterfly. Instead, it’s a modern, lively, even in- 
novative release that ties up Tribe’s legacy and passes 
the baton to new generation emcees (Joey, Earl, Kend- 
rick, and Cole, gatekeepers of flow” to be precise). 

The work is everything it should be. It’s socially 
conscious throughout, contains great moments, like the 
transition from “Whateva Will Be” to “Solid Wall of 
Sound,” and has stellar features, from Andre 3000 to 
Anderson .Paak. It laments the death of Phife on “Lost 
Somebody” before allowing the emcee himself to praise 
his own legacy on “The Donald.” 

Even with all of this, the best part of the album is 
that it just feels like Tribe. Twenty-six years after their 
first album, the group's swan song proves that the posi- 
tive, loving energy their music has created can never die. 
Never is this more apparent than on “Dis Generation,” 
where Q-Tip, Phife Dawg, Jarobi, and Busta Rhymes 
effortlessly bounce bars back and forth off each other. 
As the lyrics fly over the smooth beat, you can feel the 
community that the group has inspired and built over 
the years. It's a message not only that they're here, but 
that they always were and always will be. 

Ilove A Tribe Called Quest. 
And I'm so glad they gave it one last shot. © 


March | February 2017 THE RUTGERS REVIEW 19 


FEATURE 


Nationalism's 


A Familiar Foe: 
Recent But Not 


Refreshing Comeback 


DHAIRYA BHATJA 


ationalism is enjoying a recent renewal in the 

world of geopolitics. Millions across the world 

are seeing their countrymen and countrywomen 
elect a number of nationalists to office. Under the guise 
and rhetoric of social, political and economic reform, 
these nationalist candidates are successfully leading cam- 
paigns against opposition parties. 

France’s presidential candidate Marine Le Pen, the 
United States’ Donald Trump, India's Prime Minister 
Narendra Modi, and Britain’s PM Theresa May are all 
examples of a right-wing revival of nationalism. They all 
make use of populist diction in order to garner votes, and 
the results are showing. 

Underlying the populist and nationalist appeal of 
each politician is something far more nefarious. The rise 
of nationalist leaders to power comes at a cost; politicians 
are railing against seemingly porous borders. With Syria 
facing a national crisis due to a vicious crackdown from 
Bashar al-Assad, president of Syria, millions of refugees 
seek a new home in Europe and other parts of the world. 
The marriage of these complex domestic and internation- 
al affairs is proving to be disastrous for Muslim communi- 
ties and other minority groups. 

An “us versus them” mentality is surfacing as tension 
and identity politics between an increasingly heteroge- 
neous society is on the rise. The result is sometimes violent 
and shocking. 

On September 28, 2015, Mohammed Ikhlaq was 
beaten to death by Hindu villagers in India after he 
slaughtered a cow, which is a holy animal for Hindus. A 
priest incited a mob to go to his Muslim household. Ikh- 
laq’s family was the only Muslim family in the village and 
his son was severely injured. The women in his family sur- 
vived attempted rape. 

In large part, Brexit was a successful response to 
remove the UK from the European Union because of 
immigration and economic policies. Proponents of the 
movement made claims that the borders are far too per- 
meable. ‘Theresa May has made it clear that she wants to 


cut immigration and net migration (that is, the difference 
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of people moving in and out of the country). Brexit is 
probably the most evident example of recent nationalism. 
The EU and globalization has taken a hit. 

And then there was Donald Trump and his “Make 
America Great Again” hats. He wants to build a wall 
that Mexico will pay for in order to remove alleged rap- 
ists, drug dealers, and murderers from the country. He 
launched an executive order that barred Muslims from 
seven countries from entering the United States. Support- 
ers of the executive order claim that it was shrewd politics 
and not racial animus because the seven countries are in 
poor condition. The United States has had a hand, mili- 
tarily, in a number of these countries over the past decade. 

Steve Bannon, Donald Trump's co-conspirator in 
arms, also preaches a populist апа nationalist agenda. 
Economically, there have been talks of tariffs that would 
protect domestic goods. Already, Trump took a shot at 
the Trans-Pacific Partnership (TPP), and globalism, by 
removing US involvement with the agreement. At the 
Conservative Political Action Conference, Bannon called 
it *economic nationalism." 

Natonalism is on the rise. France 1s facing a presiden- 
tial election in which Marine Le Pen, a National Front 
candidate, is showing good numbers. Her policies are 
much like May's and Trump's. In fact, she has called for 
massive cuts in immigration and even hinted at a Muslim 
ban as well. As the world waits to see the outcome of the 
French presidential election, Le Pen rallies around power- 
ful nationalist rhetoric that she promises would be good 
for the economy. She is leading opinion polls for the first 
round at the time that this 1s being written. 

It has been almost axiomatic that the world 1s be- 
coming increasingly integrated and globalized. Yet there 
has been an interesting trend that runs counter to this 
aphorism. Many right-wing leaders across the world are 
denouncing globalization and are sprinting toward isola- 
tionist policies. Perhaps the rise of nationalism is the guar- 
anteed backlash from progress, but in this moment, it is 
glowing with hateful paranoia toward out-groups rather 


than pride in one’s nation. © 


Twin 
Peaks 


ESRA ABDULRAHMAN 


win Peaks. David Lynch, maestro of cinema, ce- 

mented his place in the hall of legends through 

his bizarre, complex, and outlandish films. His 
avant-garde style wrought paranoia and horror with a dis- 
tinctive touch of intimacy. None of Lynch’s compositions, 
however, seem to match the delightful and brunet world of 
Twin Peaks. 

Within two seasons, Lynch roped viewers into a small 
town with its share of characters, drama and unseen dimen- 
sions. We follow Special Agent Dale Cooper, an investigator 
from the FBI, beyond lush green trees and into a pocket of 
mystery and confusion. Cooper invites warmth and depth 
to the town as an outsider. His idiosyncratic charm and 
banter with the locals attenuated the grisly death of Laura 
Palmer and the spine-chilling search for her killer. Lynch 
employs his masterful taste of surrealism as Cooper’s jour- 
ney to a verdict travels through a realm of dreams, ancient 
magic, and the cryptic lives of Twin Peaks natives. Below 
the surface, the townspeople all harbor some level of scan- 
dal: affairs, organized crime, betrayal and other human vic- 
es. The show’s cult following is easily understood with the 
iconic and unique atmosphere; from the hauntingly beau- 
tiful theme song, the Washington woods, Audrey Horne’s 
sultry gaze and tied cherry stems, to Shelly Johnson’s diner 
uniform. Declining ratings left the show with no chance but 
to end on a enigmatic note, in the fantastical dimension of 
the Black Lodge. 

The follow-up film, Fire Walk With Me, gave Lynch а 


chance to establish Laura’s persona and fill in the blanks of 
the dark side of Twin Peaks. The red velvet curtains, chevron 
floor and distorted speech of the Black Lodge inspired as 
many chills as the terrifying events that lay behind Laura’s 
facade as the town’s angelic homecoming queen. With the 
end of the show, Lynch stated that he was far from done 
with the world of Twin Peaks. Though he originally intended 
to release a film trilogy, a series of 1ssues delayed progress 
and the series was shelved as Lynch went on to direct 
Mulholland Drive and undertake other projects. 

Decades later, the Twin Peaks’ universe maintains a 
unique veneration, and the series! presence on Netflix has 
made 1t easy for today's youth to also slip into Laura Palm- 
er's hometown. The nostalgia of the show's warm colors, 
distinctly *90s styles and quaint characterizations make us 
all yearn to return to the root of the excitement. The new 
SHOWTIME series is set to air on May 21st, featuring an 
eclectic casting of faces old and new. Kyle MacLachlan, 
Sherilyn Fenn and Madchen Amick intend to reprise their 
roles as Dale Cooper, Audrey Horne and Shelly Johnson, 
respectively, while newcomers include Monica Bellucci, Sky 
Ferreira and Michael Cera. Some welcome the chance to re- 
live the show’s events and to fill in details that Fire Walk With 
Me failed to satisfy, while others feel that a continuation is 
unnecessary and will not live up to the original series’ hype. 
Either way, Laura Palmer will grace television screens again, 


as she promised: “ГІЇ see you in 25 years.” © 
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FEATURE 


The Coméback Kid 


SAMUEL SHOPP 


Т hink of the Comeback Kid. Think of Highway 66. 
Think of Nebraskan wheat. Think of a hard peach 
pit. 

Think of The Kid that broke the Sheriffs window. 
Think of the summer heat and the dog that barked thunder. 
Think of The Kid that got the ball back. 

Think of the brass Boardwalk bell and The Kid who 
shattered it with a red rubber mallet. Think of sunlight 
flying off the shards, then think of The Kid giving the Big 
Prize to the freckled, sunburnt girl. 

Think of The Kid who scored drugs in Montréal, who 
pieced together suggestive gestures with a bit of broken 
French, I mean think of The Fucking Kid. He put a hand 
on your shoulder. He said “Come, Follow Me.” He put dol- 
lars into open palms and He picked bud off the stem and He 
rolled the joints and He stood on the stage and He smoked 
with his arms crossed. Think of the Lamb of God, Preach- 
ing to the Converted. Think of The Kid who fucking dove. 

Think of The Kid who drove from Denver to Dallas. 
Who rode on an empty gas tank for a hundred miles. Who 
popped a tire down a long stretch of Oklahoma nothing. 
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Who found a solitary farmhouse before the sun went down. 
Who shook the dirty hand of the old man who patched up 
the tire. Who broke bread at the farmer’s table and watched 
monumental clouds billow in purple cathedrals below the 
setting sun. 

Think of The Kid who wound up dead in the red Mex- 
ican dirt. Think of the dust from whence He came and the 
dust to which He returned. Think of the hot, beat train 
tracks and think of The Kid with his arms outstretched and 
think of Jesus Christ and think of me and think of The Kid. 
Think of the roman candle. Think of San Miguel de Allen- 
de, the last city to ever be blessed by the presence of The 
Kad. Think of generations birthed and think of angel dust. 
Think of Jesus and think of the Fat Lady and think of ME 
and think of The Comeback KID. 

“PI tell you a terrible fucking secret — Аге you listening 
to me? There isn’t anyone out there who isn’t The Come- 
back Kid. Don’t you know that goddam secret yet? And 
don’t you know — listen to me, now, — don’t you who The 
Kid really is? Ah, buddy. Ah, buddy. It’s Christ Himself. 
Christ Himself, buddy.” 


This is HER 


Revival 


ERIC WECK 


EN 
~. = 4 


he opening words of Selena Gomez’s actual debut 
solo record read like the enigmatic preface of an ar- 
chetypical Odyssean prophecy: 


I dive into the future 
But I'm blinded by the sun 
I'm reborn in every moment 


So who knows what I'll become 


No less impressive in breadth than Homer’s canonical 
second work, these first few lines tell of a woman who is em- 
barking on a grand transition — her own Odyssey of sorts 

— with the world at her feet, leaving in her path all that has 
previously held her in chains. She has shed the public scruti- 
ny, the conservative Disney past and the camouflaged health 
problems, setting focus on her music, her maturation and 
her mind. With 2015’s Revival, Gomez not only declares 
herself as a major player in the pop matriarchate, but also 
as a woman that, truly, can never be defined. 

Leaving her largely underdeveloped, teenage bubble- 
gum pop in the past, Gomez aims in a new direction with 
a new record label and an entirely new team of co-writers 
and co-producers. Lyrically, the album embodies her jour- 
ney since 2013, having gone through major bouts of media 
criticism after her very public breakup with fellow inter- 
national popstar Justin Bieber, as well as her time spent in 
rehab fighting lupus. Themes of faith, friendship, sex, loss, 
female empowerment and self-love weave together a power- 
ful portrait of “a new Selena” — one that has more to sing 


about than short stints of adolescent love and a highly-sur- 


veilled child star career. 


The record’s production also encapsulates multiple fac- 
ets of the 23-year old Tejana singer and actress. With in- 
fluences from her diasporic travel to Mexico in the midsts 
of the album’s creation, to the newly used styles of gospel 
prayer and midtempo electropop, a syncretic sound is mold- 
ed that has been likened by reviewers to Janet Jackson’s 1986 
breakthrough record, Control. The credits cite legendary 
sound engineers such as Max Martin, Hit-Boy and Rock 
Mafia as main producers, and Gomez names Christina 
Aguilera’s Stripped as a main inspiration. 

Since the record’s fall 2015 release, Gomez, although 
occasionally too loud for her own good, has released three 
top 10 Billboard Hot 100 singles from Revival, come to be 
the most followed person on Instagram and began work on 
her second independent, Interscope-produced album. 

If there's one thing that was accomplished with this 
record, it is the butterflying of a young, promising starlet 
into a fully-fledged solo artist that has both pronounced and 
reclaimed her previously suppressed womanhood. Gone 
are the days of a systematically produced, overly feminine 
pop-zombie Gomez, and have arrived the years of a sophis- 
ticated, sonically and topically daring Selena. Although the 
journey is not over, the hurdle of a proper revival has been 
successfully leaped, leaving the world bated, just waiting to 
see what turn Gomez will take next. © 
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MUSIC 


R/SUFJAN 


STEVEN COCO 


f you don’t know the semi-reclusive new-wave 
Christian Midwesterner-now-living-in-Brooklyn 
Sufjan Stevens, here’s a quick mini-lesson: 

After making his magnum opus J/linois, he claimed 
to want to make an album for every state in America 
but then backed off that project and said the whole 
thing was a marketing joke. He's toured as the “Majesty 
Snowbird and the Majestic Butterfly Brigade” in which 
he and his band members (including an entire brass 
and string section plus a backing chorus) would wear 
military-esque uniforms with wings on their backs. His 
next tour included a schizophrenic take on the cosmos 
of the mind during which, for his thirty-minute song 
"Impossible Soul,” he dressed up as a samurai-disco 
ball figure then as a balloon creature. He's himself. He 
doesn't give a shit, yet he cares so much. 

Two years ago, I was trying to find all of the chords 
and tabs I could for Sufjan Stevens’ songs, especially 
his elegiac album Carrie © Lowell. No standard guitar 
tablature sites had any tabs at the time because of a 
copyright dispute. So, I stumbled upon r/Sufjan and r/ 
sufjanstevens. 

The subreddits contained a whole chordbook of 
Sufjan Stevens' discography, including his two Christ- 
mas albums. I delved deeper into the subreddits and 
found conversations about the meaning of Sufjan's 
music, including one argument about each album rep- 
resenting a stage of human development that spans 
from infancy to adulthood (one of my favorite inter- 
pretations of his albums). I also found countless people 
contributing lists of their favorite Sufjan songs. I found 
"fuckyeahsufjanstevens.com," a Tumblr fan-page that 
included bootlegs, videos and different snippets of 
Sufjan's own Tumblr posts. This seemed like pretty 
standard fandom on Reddit. 

Over the years, r/Sufjan has transformed from a 
fanpage to a cultish temple for overly hardcore fans of 
Sufjan, who see him almost as a postmodern prophet 
for the times, whose life is a puzzle just waiting to be 
pieced together. 


Conversations about Sufjan's sexuality also arise 
from the internet mist. People share their Halloween 
costumes from his different tour outfits and album 
covers. The threads vary from intellectual discussions 
on the meaning of his work, to analyzing lyrics in order 
to decipher whether Sufjan is gay or not. They want to 
pry his life open. These people want to not only know, 
but to be Sufjan Stevens. 

In one thread, Sufjan made a documentary with his 
brother that recorded their journey to their estranged 
father. It never premiered, but the fans chatter about 
wanting the documentary in their lives to know what 
happened in Sufjan's life; to, apparently, be closer to 
Sufjan. The artist deserves his own space and privacy. 

Last year, a Redditor went as far as to share work 
that someone found in Sufjan’s trash behind his record- 
ing studio. It’s clear through the actions of fans such 
as these that the community won’t stop at everything 
good; they want to know every bad song and moment 
too. The trash album, ironically labeled Stalker, propa- 
gated across the internet and on music news websites. 

Some Redditors theorized that Sufjan was orches- 
trating the whole controversy to promote his work. I, 
however, disagree. If Sufjan wanted to release the work, 
he would have distributed it on his own accord. Carrie 
© Lowell demonstrated Sufjan’s willingness to show his 
audience the vulnerability and sorrow he deals with in 
his family history. If he wanted Stalker to come out, he 
would have let it out. If he wanted to publicize his sex- 
uality, he would have done it. When I first arrived on 
r/Sufjan, I looked to communicate what made Sufjan’s 
albums special for me, not invade an artist’s life. Some 
people, however have different ideas. © 
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SSSSSSSSSSSSSSNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN, 


TINVING 


DHAIRYA BHATIA 


s life fractures and fragments and time flies 

by even faster is it just my growing into 

consciousness at work or is something else 
at play? My attention span just dropped 25% in the 
last minute and I’m glancing at my phone waiting for 
class to end. Waiting for Trump’s presidency to end. 
Honestly, waiting for the world to end, because our 
generation will get to survey what every other genera- 
tion has longed to see. 

On Christmas Eve 2015, Lil Yachty's *1Night" 
was forever memorialized in meme culture when viral 
video “When Bae Hits You With That ‘So What Are 
We?” is posted on YouTube. His song becomes a hit 
as it finds itself being ushered through the grapevine 
of retweets and shares. The next day, Wintertime Zi 
and Lil Yachty release a collaborative effort "Honey, 
Lets Spend Wintertime on a Boat" exclusively on 
SoundCloud. 

Floating on production headed by Sailing Team 
Member TheGoodPerry, Lil Yachty finds a new 
wave and sound on this record, one that captures the 
zeitgeist perfectly. The songs drip with auto-tuned 
melodies, and the lyrics are jaded, apathetic, admit- 
tedly simple and self-referencing. Quips are recycled 


and reused throughout many songs. 


SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSN 


HOPE IN 


EXPRESSIVE AD-LIBS 


Yet, the magic lies in the ad libs. They’re playful 
and cute. They work to demystify the hard gangsta 
vibe of the 1990s and 2000s while poking fun at the 
recent introspection of sensitive rappers like Kanye 
West and Drake. Lil Yachty coins the genre of his 
music as “bubblegum trap” — music that espouses 
conventional rap motifs; trapping, guns, cash; yet also 
works against the macabre themes of the trap by in- 
terjecting the music with funny ad libs and positive 
themes. Take 21 Savage’s pew pew pews or Lil Uzi 
Vert’s positivity in “Ronda (Winners)” as evidence for 
the lighthearted approach these rappers take. Hip hop 
purists gawk at the music because it isn’t lyrical. Yet 
bubblegum trap, which includes Lil Yachty, Lil Uzi 
Vert, Famous Dex, and Kodie Shane, among others, 
is the music that holds a grip on the culture. It’s what 
the kids are listening to today. What gives? 

Lil Yachty, as a brand, gets deals with Nautica. 
Musically, however, Atlanta rappers “got the best 
when it comes to rhythms” according to fellow current 
industry hot topic Young Thug. His observation points 
to an emerging new school, and it’s one that distills 
lyrics to the most basic rhyme schemes, but fills the 
track with melodies and sporadic ad libs. Arguably, the 
likes of Lil Yachty's sound originate in Atlanta, but 


1 
They find music in the 
rhythms between the 
lines that cannot be 
found by any other, 
using them to create 
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viral ballads 


the internet allows that soundscape to also permeate 
other parts of the country. Lil Uzi Vert, whose signa- 
ture yuhs are a hallmark of his game, finds common 
ground with the new sound. His lyrics are easy in 
Super Satyan Trunks: “Hit that bitch like I’m a viking 
(aye)/ Drink in that purple like viking (aye)/ 1-2-3-4- 
5, I pint it (aye)” but the song displays a layered focus 
for glibs. 

As it became more clear that the world was going 
to shits, and that the undeserving (read: Trump) were 
going to receive the most amount of attention and 


power, rappers like Lil Yachty and Lil Uzi Vert who, 


prima facie, are not very skilled, rock the mic to put 
on a parade of exhausted coping. They find music in 
the rhythms between the lines that cannot be found by 
any other, using them to create viral ballads. 

After all, it’s the escape from tragic and dark 
current events we all seek. We seek the playful energies 
of rappers who are superficially unskilled, because in 
a world that makes merit seem trivial, at least these en- 
tertainers create a positive escape. One that reminds 
us even if we are tired of being broke, desperate, or 
taking public transit, it is imperative to “stack up and 


pull off like vroom." © 
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10 ALBUMS 


TURNING 10 IN 2017 


THAT MADE ME 
WHO | AM: 


і MICHELLE CHEN 


п 2007 my favorite band was Panic! at the Disco, I 

hung around the local mall on Friday nights and my 

favorite shoes were neon green Converse high tops 
with lyrics scribbled on the rubber in Sharpie. 2007 
was, by all accounts, a pretty embarrassing time to 
be me. But as embarrassing as they were, my middle 
school years were some of the most formative years 
of my life and few things did as much to shape the 
person I became than the music I listened to. Here are 
5 albums from 2007 that have stuck with me through 
the years: 


Even If It Kills Me - Motion City Soundtrack 


I have seen Motion City Soundtrack live more 
often than any other band, about a dozen times in 
total. The first time was my first ever concert, Honda 
Civic Tour 2008, which my friends and I had gone 
to for headliner Panic! at the Disco. MCS opened for 
them (which, looking back, what the fuck). My first 
impression was that Justin Pierre was funny on stage. 
My second was that they were damn good. Motion City 
Soundtrack is the band that truly made me fall in love 
with going to shows. Having spent my early days of 
show-going floating through the tween-aged crowds 
of bands like All Time Low, Boys Like Girls and The 
Maine, the first time I saw MCS headline was revo- 
lutionary in two ways: 1) frankly, it was refreshing to 
be part of a more mature crowd, a crowd who was 
here for the music rather than the band; and 2) it was the 
first time I found myself in a mosh pit, a position Гуе 
now become intimately familiar with. Even If It Kills 
Me isn’t my favorite MCS album. I don’t think it’s their 
best either. But it is the first MCS album I listened to, 


and I owe it a lot of great memories. 


So Wrong, It's Right - All Time Low 


After Panic! at the Disco released Pretty, Odd. and 
fell apart, someone got me obsessed with All Time 
Low. Tm talking unhealthy fangirl levels of obsessed, 
like knowing their tour staffs names and bringing 
handwritten letters to shows kind of obsessed. (Thank- 
fully, the phase was fairly short lived.) Рт pretty sure 
So Wrong, It's Right was All Time Low’s first, last and 
only great album. Every album since SWIR seems to 
be getting worse, slotting into the over-produced, over- 
popped mold that the band has become comfortable 
in. SWIR is no musical masterpiece, but it was loud, 
poppy, dancey fun, its lyrics sitting right in the soft spot 


between too-specific and too-generic that „ «ОЕ 


easy to co-opt. 


Everything about Aiot/-era Paramore is iconic, 
from Hayley Willams’ weird bright-orange fauxhawk 
to the “Misery Business” music video to the album’s 
cover, which I wasted class time doodling on my 
poor, abused jeans. In the boys’ club of pop-punk, 
Paramore quickly became the genre’s female-fronted 
icon. Hayley made being one of the boys cool again 
like Avril Lavigne had done five years before, without 
sacrificing a love for makeup and skirts. 


A Lesson in Romantics - Mayday Parade 


A Lesson in Romantics was never an album that I 
raved about in seventh grade, but something about its 
sad boy vibe and driving beats have me coming back 
to it year after year. The opening riff of “Jamie All 
Over” will always have me breaking out into song and 
my friends harmonizing the gang vocals. I won’t deny 
that I'm probably biased because there's a song called 
“Jersey” and if there's one thing we all know about 
New Jerseyians it’s that we're too proud of being from 
Jersey. You can bet you'll find me at A Lesson in Ro- 
mantics’ 10-year tour this May. 


Santi - The Academy Is... 


Santi never had the kind of instant appeal that its 
predecessor Almost Here did, but “LAX to O'Hare” 
was the first bass riff I learned (yes, even before Seven 
Nation Army) so the album has a special place in my 
heart. Listening to the album never fails to remind 
me of sitting in the back of the school bus, watching 
the band's vlog series TAI TV on the tiny screen of an 
iPod nano. It has some really stand out songs and also 
some really forgettable ones, but it stood out for being 
gritter and more rock-driven than the radio-ready pop 
anthems that other bands in the scene were cranking 
out. Not to mention William Beckett's vocals are prac- 
tically angelic. Overall, the album's got an indie rock 
lean that feels like it would be better received now in 
2017 than it was 10 years ago. 


Honorable Mentions: 
We The Kings - We The Kings 
High School Musical 2 (OST) - HSM Cast © 
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ED WEISGERBER 


o date, over one thousand full-length EP releases 
] have been dropped the prolific writer and ге- 

cording artist known simply as “Viper.” I say “to 
date” because even as this article is being written and 
published, that number is sure to increase. You may 
have heard of him before; his seminal classic “You'll 
Cowards Don’t Even Smoke Crack” has over | million 
views on YouTube. Between its amateur bass-boosted 
beats and violent, drug-centric, off-the-wall lyrics with 
a complete disregard for any sense of basic grammar, 
the song strikes a unique chord for many listeners, 
coming together in a perfect, unparalleled package. 

To put it in even simpler terms, Viper released 347 
albums during the 365 days of 2014 A.D., followed 
closely by 333 album releases in 2015. Often, he does 
an original version of a track, then a “chopped and 
screwed version" that can help boost his outrageous 
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amount of output. In a 2015 interview with KRLX, 
he explained his songwriting process It is a stupidly 
simple plan: “I can make a beat in 10 minutes, flow 
on it in five, and before you know it I have a song in 
15 minutes...If I set a goal to get two albums in one 
day, ГЇЇ do it.” It’s as easy as that in the mind of Viper. 

Critically, Viper has flown under the radar for 
most of his career, amassing a cult following over 
the last several years through YouTube, Spotify and 
online message boards. His music videos — all of 
which he self-produces — are just as ridiculous as his 
songs. Often made on a zero dollar budget, and in 
what seems to be Windows Movie Maker, they all star 
Viper himself overlayed with cheesey effects, cut-outs 
of JPEGs, and, of course, his always eccentric musical 


content. © 
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Church raps turned Cote 


raunchy mixtapes 


hile her Twitter bio reads that she is located “in 

the hotel sucking 83 dicks,” CupcakKe actually 

hails from Chicago, Illinois. Elizabeth Eden 
Harris, known as CupcakKe, started her rap career at 
the age of 14. According to an interview with Paper 
Magazine, CupcakKe initially created church friendly 
“clean” raps. Today, at 19, CupcakKe has released 
three raunchy mixtapes in 2016 alone. 

While CupcakKe has gone viral for her sexually 
charged anthems, she proves her strength as a rapper 
with the subjects she tackles in her songs. From her first 
mixtape released one year ago, Cum Cake, CupcakKe 
shows that there isn’t much that she is afraid to rap 
about, including her own vagina (evident in the prop- 
erly-named songs “Vagina” and “Juicy Coochie”). 
However, the album takes a sobering turn with the song 
“Pedophile” in which she calls out a child predator that 
she had encountered in high school. 

CupcakKe’s latest album Audacious follows the 
precedent set by her previous mixtapes with sexually 
charged bangers like “Spiderman Dick.” However, 
Audacious goes a step further into the darker territo- 
ry touched upon in her previous mixtapes. CupcakKe 
tells a story of childhood depression and rape in her 
song, “Ace Hardware.” Similarly to how she tells of 
a personal experience in “Pedophile,” CupcakKe 
tackles uncomfortable topics like mental health 
and sexual assault that need to be addressed on 
a mainstream platform. CupcakKe also tackles 
the issues of police brutality and racism in the 


MEGAN MCKAY 


album's first single “Picking Cotton.” The song address- 
es the reactionary movement “Blue Lives Matter” that 
was created in response to human rights group Black 
Lives Matter. 

While CupcakKe delves into deep topics in Auda- 
cious, the album is nothing short of positive. The single 
“LGBT” proves just that. The ridiculously catchy song 
serves as an anthem to the community she has con- 
sistently advocated for on social media. She threatens 
that if you messes with the LGBT community, you'll be 
"dragged from Z to A’ and caught with “a heel up yo’ 
ass." CupcakKe is not only an advocate for the LGBT+ 
community, but for the community that she came from. 
In October 2016, she tweeted that when she gets more 
money she wants to open a homeless shelter with her 
mom. Two months later, she donated $1,500 to the very 
shelter that she once lived in. 

What's next for the rapper? As of February 2017, 
CupcakKe has announced that she is already working 
on her fourth album, only one year after the release of 
her first. Charli ХСХ has even shown interest in collab- 
orating with the rapper on her own upcoming album. © 
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Coco Lifts. 


STEVEN COCO 


wake up before the sun now to look out for a new 

day where I will sweat and grunt through my 

morning. Groggy and tired with a sense of existen- 
tial wandering around in my bed as I ask myself every 
time my alarm goes off, do I need to go to the gym 
today? The answer is always yes (except Saturdays — 
those are my rest days). 

My phone says, “wake up you ray of sunshine 
for a new day — The World Is Abundant.” I can’t 
stop myself from saying cynicism, soon the sun will be 
dead and so will I, so there will inevitably be no more 
rays of sunshine — in fact no more days, but I still 
climb out of bed to grab the carpet between my toes. 

Chug coffee. Drink water. Step out front door into 
early morning New Brunswick chill. Go to gym. 

Once at the gym, I feel the shame of not being 
as angular or shiny as the others, with their muscles 
peaking out of their skin, the chiseled mass a result of 
years, months, days of work everyday. I ponder why 
each semester I go on a streak of exercise and physical 
improvement only to fall off soon after, thus keeping 
and building upon the fat subtly seeping out the top of 
my jeans. No energy. No commitment. Why couldn't I 
have been more consistent? Why do I always drop off 
into the pleasure cave of alcohol, food and sleep? This 
thought process lasts a second and then I say, I will be 
like them one day — fuck that, Pm going to lift. 

As a gym-goer, I don't wear the athletic aesthetic 
of anti-sweat material. I want to see stains of sweat 
paint my body and my Rutgers shirt (or the shirt my 
ex-girlfriend gave me that used to not fit me — I sweat 
resentment and acceptance all over that shirt). The 
mirror reflects the movements I make, whether sloppy 
or perfect. I need to perfect each movement. Gives 
me a purpose now. The despair on my face from the 
discomfort of every rep wipes away after the set 1s 
completed. 

Yes, in essence, Pm just pushing metal over my 
head with the different extremities of my body to 
break the muscle fibers and it's painful. The hurt 
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comes from the annoyance of waking up every 
morning before everyone else, dehydrated, feeling like 
a mental husk, and looking at everyone else's progress 
so far at the gym, but I need to break to grow. The 
basic physiological understanding can't be ignored. 
You're alone at the gym. You're by yourself with 
every pull-up, squat, bench press, shoulder press, 
lunge, step and stride. You’re always alone with your 
headphones, on or off. Nothing can stop you from 
action in your life but yourself: It may be one of the 
hardest and most difficult things to persist on. To keep 
moving forward with every step in your life as you see 
the stretch marks all over your belly and think about 
the times when you may have been fatter and sadder, 


or thinner and happier, or the other way around. 


You leave and you go on with your day. © 


Butterfly Daydrea 


x 


Somewhere, very far away, a very young boy lays in 
a bed and stares at the ceiling, It is very still and very 
quiet. The young boy wonders if everyone has dis- 
appeared. If he were on Earth, he could walk in the 
middle of the road without being hit by a car. He could 
sit in an empty field, read an old book, run his hands 
over stiff blades of grass. He wonders if there could be 
a very young girl who could walk in the middle of the 
road with him. He does not want to be here. He asks, 
for the first time, why he was born. The boy wonders 
what 1t feels like to be dead. He thinks it might feel like 
laying alone in a quiet bed after everyone has disap- 
peared. He would like that, he thinks. 

The sound of a distant vehicle diffuses the 
daydream. The boy feels a strange sickness that he 
hopes will go away. 

“Неу Google?" he asks. 

A soft red circle glowed up from the wall. 

“Yes, Caspian?” 

“My stomach doesn’t feel good.” 

"Let me © see...scanning...scanning...alright. 
This is what I’ve found: you have butterflies in your 
stomach.” 

“Okay Google, what’s a butterfly?” 

Жжжж 

It rained in Seattle. Margery was in а coffee shop 
and Shri was trying to hail a cab for the first time in 
his life. She noticed him first, she would say. Waiting in 
line there at the Human Bean, she thought he looked 
honest. His arm fully outstretched. Honest to God. 
Big brown hand waving helplessly in the rain, she 
would say and smile when she did. 
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He came in to call an Uber. Standing in the 
doorway, Marge and Shrijust looked at each other. Not 
even thinking anything, he would say. Just watching 
and feeling entire planets move inside their chests. A 
constellation of circumstances revolved around two 
engineers, standing in a coffee shop, falling in love for 
the first time. 

Жжжж 
“Do I have to go, Mama?” 

“Yes, honey. You need to get an education.” 

“Why can’t I get one here?” 

“We don’t have enough teachers or schools, Cassy. 
They have all that on Earth.” 

Cas looked at his shoes and felt like throwing up. 
The two stood in a holding room just outside the 
loading bay. Launch managers hurried around them, 
checking new data on thin blue screens. 

“Mama, I don’t feel so good.” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“There are butterflies in my stomach. I don’t want 
to leave. I don’t like the butterflies.” 

“You will. Trust me. They make you feel bad now, 
but only ‘cause they want to get out. Can you feel 
them?” 

Margery Patel crossed her fingers and whisked 
them, wriggling, up Caspian’s little chest. 

“They’re fluttering up, up, up. And every time you 
say a word, a butterfly will escape.” 

“But what will it look like?” 

“Beautiful, Cassy. Beautiful.” © 
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wo weeks into my senior year of high school, 

my best friend’s father died. He was Turkish, 

and he cycled, and one Sunday morning, on 
his usual route into the tiny town beside ours, he died. 
I never asked her what killed him — the impact of the 
car that hit him, or his pre-existing heart condition. 
I'm still not even sure she knows herself. 

Four years into high school and you probably hear 
about death all the time. “Kill me, I have an essay due 
tomorrow and two tests to study for.” “Oh my God, 
I want to die thinking about all the work I have left.” 

Four years into high school and death has impacted 
you twice: once when your grandfather passed away 
— old, frail, sick, so sick — and once when Cory 
Monteith overdosed and you cried all night because 
there was something deeply unsettling about death 
claiming someone you used to watch avidly on TV a 
mere five years ago. 

Four years into high school and you realize you 
don't know anything about death, until one day you're 
griping about college applications and the next night 
your best friend is fatherless. 

It's one of those things my friends and I heard on 
the news all the time, so often that those headlines only 
end up rolling across the news ticker. Those deaths 
become the monotonous "ACCIDENT ON ROUTE 
1, POSSIBLE ROADBLOCKS, ANOTHER 
ROUTE IS RECOMMENDED?” drone of the local 
radio stations. Accidents just happen to other people 
— until they don’t. 

She texted us on a Sunday afternoon in mid-Sep- 
tember, a series of vague texts detailing absolutely 
nothing except that she was on her way to something, 
that she couldn’t talk at the moment, and that she 
would explain later. Lying in bed chatting aimlessly 
about the college application process to come, Z and I 
thought nothing of it: probably another boy problem, 
or maybe another fight with her mom. An easy dis- 
missal, a quick careless shrug, and it didn’t occur to 
either of us again until hours later, as darkness crept 
into the sky. 

Urgency is palpable. It pulses in the air and lingers 
there like the remnants of smoke after a quick burn, 
the cloying scent of cologne that sticks to your clothes. 
The texts we received around 8PM that night were 
different. 
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please guys if Vm home tonight can you guys meet me at 2 or 
ЗАМ 

please 1 really need to talk to someone i really need you guys 
right now 

guys i don’t know what to do 1 need you guys right now 

please can you just tell your parents its an emergency 

1 need you please I. NEED YOU PLEASE I NEED YOU 

Of course we responded, but no other news 
arrived until the morning, 

You know how people say they can remember 
exactly what they were doing on 9/11? That, when 
associated with a traumatic memory, your brain tends 
to remember details you’d normally forget? That 
morning I woke up early to go to breakfast with the 
girls’ cross country team. I drove the Highlander, and 
picked up one of the younger girls because she didn’t 
have a ride. We chatted about which teachers she had, 
and I told her whether or not I thought they were 
good. When we finally arrived at breakfast, most of 
the girls were already seated. She was supposed to be 
there, but wasn’t. I ordered chocolate chip pancakes, 
took a couple of Snapchats, and found out that my 
best friend’s father was dead. 

Amongst my friends, I’m known for my lack of 
outward expression. It’s not because of any lack of 
empathy, but it’s a quality of mine that’s been known 
to incite arguments. That was the first time Га ever 
appreciated it. As I calmly typed out a response, blood 
pulsed at the pads of my fingers like wet cement 
hardening, the thoughts in my head imploding like 
a thousand stars simultaneously going supernova. I 
made it through breakfast with brightness exploding 
behind my eyes, and the swallowing tendencies of a 
nervous wreck. 

When she cried later, we cried for her. Where do 
you stand when you're at the outskirts of tragedy? 
When you don't have a placeholder set at this table 
of grief? It didn't feel right to cry for him, to claim 
grief where so many others laid claim before us. And 
so I cried when she said, *I have to be strong for my 
mother now." And so I cried when she said, *My 
brother broke a lamp when we told him." And so I 
cried, because what else was there to do? 


Read the rest of this story online at 


therutgersreview.com 
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THE ENCYCLOPEDIA 
UF THE DEAD 


ANIKET SANYAL 


asually, with a camera recording their movements 

inside the ruins of an ancient monolith on the 

back of a fire-breathing dragon (the dragon having 
been long dead), the young couple ate another young 
couple. The young couple in the process of eating the 
other couple was a beautiful young couple. The young 
couple who was being eaten was as dead as the earlier 
mentioned fire-breathing dragon. Neither the dead 
young couple being eaten (henceforth to be referred 
to as “The Dead”), nor the dead fire-breathing dragon 
(henceforth to be referred to as “Bahamut”), had been 
dead for as long as the ancient monolith whose ruins 
the young couple in the process of eating The Dead 
(the aforementioned young couple engaged in this 
process henceforth to be referred to as “The Encyclo- 
pedia”) were currently occupied within. 

When The Encyclopedia looked up from their 
eating, it became readily apparent to them that 
Bahamut was not dead but had simply been asleep. 
Upon realizing this, The Encyclopedia stopped con- 
suming The Dead, and began to attack Bahamut with 
the intent to maim and/or kill him, in the hopes that 
(allowing for a crude and paraphrased assumption of 
the intentions of The Encyclopedia) Bahamut would 
never terrorize the countryside, or those poor villag- 
ers, ever again. 

At that moment, the camera recording the move- 
ments of The Encyclopedia began speaking to The 
Encyclopedia in a voice that warped the fine line 
between admonishing boarding school headmaster, 


and disapproving-but-amused cult religious figure. 
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The voice, and the subsequent speech of the camera 
directed towards The Encyclopedia, sounded like this: 

“should be ashamed of yourselves. Why go 
and do a crazy thing like that, cannibalizing upon 
the innocent and murdering that poor creature?” 
The camera then smiled at The Encyclopedia. The 
camera’s wide white teeth seemed to say, “How about 
an ice cream cone or a cold glass of lemonade?” Fur- 
thermore, and a matter far more troubling to The 
Encyclopedia, was how those white teeth seemed to 
imply that The Encyclopedia was little more than the 
sum of their presently displayed murderous actions 
upon The Dead and Bahamut. 

In an unfortunate turn of events due to the astute 
perception of The Encyclopedia, The Encyclopedia 
managed to entirely see through the carefully con- 
structed veneer of the camera. After politely refusing 
the camera’s offer for ice cream or lemonade (an 
implied offer in thought rather than in speech), The 
Encyclopedia quickly dismantled a section of Baha- 
mut’s ribcage and used the blunt ends of the massive 
shattered bones to beat upon the lens, frame, and en- 
gineered structure of the camera that had previously 
been recording their every movement and, in the eyes 
of The Encyclopedia, had dared to reprimand their 
actions in any way whatsoever. 

The camera had started laughing nervously when 
The Encyclopedia first began to separate the bones 
of Bahamut’s ribcage into smaller pieces. Terrified 
realization only set in upon the camera’s uncannily 


humanoid synapses when The Encyclopedia began to 


poke and prod the camera with Bahamut’s bones. The 
camera screamed till the end of its short-lived days as 
The Encyclopedia beat upon its structure as one beats 
a stick upon an animal-skin drum. 

When this task was done, The Encyclopedia 
came to the realization that they had no other means 
of amusing themselves in the ruins of this ancient 
monolith inside which, for all intents and purposes, 
the act and word of God had been carried about with 
extreme prejudice. Whatever had to be done had been 
done, whether it was in regards to eating The Dead 
(an innocent young couple though they were), killing 
off the unexpectedly awake Bahamut (in the hopes 
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that the world would be a better place as a result), 
and the destruction of that damned sentient camera 
(whose actions could potentially have been of the voy- 
euristic persuasion). With this realization concluding 
its necessary synaptic arc, the Encyclopedia (once 
again to be referred to as “the young couple”) tele- 
ported their respective conscious minds back into their 
bodies at a facility on a distant planet that housed a 
highly advanced civilization, where the young couple 
intended to finish their post-doctoral anthropological 
research till the end of their days, perhaps in order to 


put all this messiness behind them. © 
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